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the little life that she had borne, I who had played with her only a half dozen years before, was standing with parted lips, waiting to see how our beloved Latin teacher would receive the silver loving cup which I had helped choose for him. I did not even hear of the other girl's sorrow until months afterwards.
It was not only that I belonged to a new world. My world grew each day. In the classes were young women whose home life I learned and shared, and from them I came to know the meaning of our land in the intimate daily experience. One Thanksgiving a number of us spent together with a classmate. Hers was so quiet a home that I was not confused by formality and servants. The house, small and neat, snuggled against [122]
